36                             AURORA LEIGH

" I despise ?   The scorn
Is yours, my cousin.    Poets become such
Through scorning nothing.    You decry them for
The good of beauty sung and taught by them,
. While they respect your practical partial good
As being a part of beauty's self.    Adieu I
When God helps all the workers for his worlcj,
The singers shall have help of Him, not last."

He smiled as men smile when they will not speak
Because of something bitter in the thought;
And still I feel his melancholy eyes
Look judgment on me.    It is seven years since :
I know not if't was pity or 't was scorn
Has made them so far-reaching: judge it ye
Who have had to do with pity more than love
And scorn than hatred,    I am 'Used, since then,
To other ways, from equal men.    But so,
Even so, we let go hands, my cousin and I,
And in between us rushed the torrent-world
To blanch our faces like divided rocks,
And bar for ever mutual sight and touch
Except through swirl of spray and all that roar.